A     L OND ON     YEAR

know that the pawnbroker still has great-grand-
mother's diamond tiara. (Everybody else knows, so
what does it matter?)

Now and then among the chattering crowd you
observe some tenacious old lady crowned with what
seem suspiciously like real diamonds ; there are
scores of beautiful young girls, scores of pink young
men in various stages of intellectual apprehension,
and one or two smart American dollar princesses
who know the Metropolitan Opera House in New
York, the Scala in Milan, and now stand thrilled
by the historic social echoes of Covent Garden.

Moving through the crowd are also those queer
people whom grand opera seems to draw out into
the world from some paradise of memory : odd
little old ladies in embroidered kimonos, strange little
old men, who prepare to abandon themselves to
this feast of song as the gourmet abandons him-
self to the first oysters of the season.

A bell !

From the precipice of a stage-box you look out
and realize that the opera house itself is a wonderful
sight. The great scarlet and gold amphitheatre
sweeps round in a majestic curve, tier piled on tier,
and in the topmost tiers are people who love opera
and do not care who sees them. This is- the
scene of the most gorgeous public assemblies in the
social history of London. Gradually the scarlet
stalls fill, slowly the boxes are occupied ... the
gleam of a woman's shoulders, in the shadow
behind the whiteness of a man's shirt front. Every
second a green or a white or a blue evening gown
obliterates a patch of crimson as a stall is taken,
until eventually the great theatre loses its original
colour and becomes an interesting moving mass of
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